CHAPTER V

THE days dragged by grey and joyless. The moment they
left Aksinia behind Gregor lost aU interest in everything.
Each morning he climbed into the sledge and drove over the
endless, snowy steppe ; and each evening he sought quarters
for the night and lay down to sleep. And so, day after day,
He was not interested in what was happening at the front.
He realised that all genuine, serious resistance was over,
that the majority of the cossacks had no intention of
defending even their own districts, that, judging by all the
signs, the White armies were ending their last campaign
and, as they had not held up the Red advance at the line
of the Don, they would be unable to hold it up at the Kuban.
The war was coming to an end. The close was coming
swiftly and inevitably. The Kuban cossacks were
abandoning the front in their thousands, scattering to their
homes. The Don cossacks were smashed. Anaemic with
fighting and typhus, with three quarters of its complement
gone, the Volunteer Army was unable to resist the pressure
of the Red Army, as it advanced on the wings of success.
Among the refugees there were rumours that there was
growing indignation at general Denikin's bestial treatment
of the members of the Kuban Rada. It was said that the"
Kuban was organising a rising against the Volunteer Army
and that, apparently, negotiations were already being
carried on with representatives of the Red Army for the
Soviet troops to have unhindered passage to the Caucasus.
There was a stubborn rumour that the people of the Kuban
and Terek were extremely hostile to the Don cossacks and
the Volunteer Army, and that already a big fight had
occurred between a Don division and Kuban cossack infantry,
At the halts Gregor listened attentively to the talk,
and he grew every day more and more convinced of the
final and inevitable defeat of the Whites. And yet, at
times lie had a mournful hope that the danger would compel
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